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Chapter One: Chastity 


198b 


Jon lay in the starched-up hotel bed, studying the ceiling. The show had ended hours ago, but the ringing in his 
ears was just now starting to recede enough to allow him to think. Jon didn't wear ear plugs because they 
affected his ability to stay in tune, and he didn't want to be off-key for people who might have paid a week's 


wages just to see him perform. 


Rolling onto his side, he stared at the wall. Being the proper frontman involved engaging the audience, and 
Tonight's show was no exception. The girls in the front row were.. well, they were the girls in the front row. 
Miriskirts that flashed their lack of panties, deep-cut spandex on top, accentuating their lack of bras. While it 
was true that they were usually among the girls that got sought out for the after parties, it bothered Jon 
that they came to the show looking like that expecting to get to screw the band-- or just someone. 


The last groupie Jon had slept with was over two weeks ago, and she had her pubic hair shaved into a heart 
shape. It was supposed to be sexy, Jon guessed, but his stomach turned a little. Had she really prepped like 
that in anticipation of fucking a guy she knew only from the radio? Or had she just expected to get fucked by 


someone considering the explosive sexual energy that accomparied these shows? 


Did it really matter to her if it was a band member, or a roadie or just some random dude in the crowd? Jon 
had started out imagining that any girl he had sex with was there for him and only him. Just like the girls 
Richie was with wanted to be with Richie only, and the same for all the guys. He'd quickly found out that most 


of these girls would do anyone they could get their hands on, and sometimes multiple guys a night. 


Jon had gone ahead and done the deed with heart-girl, but it was the first time he really thought about the 
dynamics of having sex with total strangers. Something clicked into place that night, and he hadn't had sex 
since. Not that he didn't want it, but when they were on tour, he just didn't have access to any girls he knew 


longer than a few hours (or whose names he actually knew). 


Still, the girls in the front row were invariably whored up, and the memory of them still turned him on, even 


if the thought of actually doing them made him a little sick 


Jon flipped onto his back again and tore the blankets off. It was too warm for blankets, especially now that he 
had a hopeless boner he couldn't will away. Back when he was a virgin, he couldn't jerk off enough. But now, 
when there were so many girls who would have given anything to sleep with him, Jon thought there was an 
element of loneliness to the whole self-satisfaction business. But he was fully aware that he thought way too 
much about these kinds of things. Way more than any other guy he knew, anyway. 


Sighing, he rolled out of bed and rummaged through his carry-on bag for the tube of lubricant he kept with 
him. There were condoms in there, too, but they hadn't been touched for two weeks. The lube, on the other 
hand, was half gone and it was the fourth tube he'd bought since the last condom had been used. Sometimes it 


took three or four go-rounds before he could sleep. 


Jon climbed back into bed and closed his eyes, trying to rustle up some specific mental image to assist him, 
but now that it came down to it, it was mostly a blur. He did everything he could to sex up his performance 
without being outright smutty, and each girl thought he was jonesing just for her, but that was just what a 
good frontman did. If the girls knew how much he wasn’t thinking of sex during the show, how focused he was 
on acting sexy rather than feeling sexy, they'd all be chasing Richie instead. 


Richie. 


Guitars and ladies were the only things the man needed in life, and Jon often thought that if Richie could find a 
way to fuck a sexy little superstrat, he'd probably have no more use for the women. He wondered how much 
use his best friend was getting out of some of those front-row women right this moment. Richie had been on 
tonight, after all. Leather jacket, torn up and skintight jeans, cowboy boots. Flirting with the audience, really 
shredding the shit out of that Les Paul. The women had loved him tonight, but then again, they did every night. 
One slut had even flashed her tits to the guitarist and Richie had responded with a smile and a flick of his 


tongue. It was so quick, barely noticeable, but Jon had noticed. 


A twinge of jealousy poked Jon in the belly, but he chalked it up to old habits dying hard. After the epiphany 
he'd had with heart-girl, he wouldn't have touched flash-girl with someone else's dick, so what did he have to 


be jealous about? 

He gave up trying to call up a suitable mental picture and just set about getting it over with. Nature was 
nature after all, and highly predictable for a guy his age. No need for mental prep-work, just a few good 
strokes and he'd be good to go. 

He squeezed a generous amount of the lube in his hand and touched himself with it. It was cold, and he 
shuddered at first before a little stroking acclimated it to the warmth of his body. A tingling chill stole down 
his legs, and he thought to himself that this was going to be short work tonight. 

The phone rang. 


"Shit" Jon groaned. He reached over with his free hand, lifted the receiver and dropped it back down, 


disconnecting the call 

The tingling was gone already, and Jon had just set out to getting it back when the phone rang again 
"Fuck!" Jon yelled and grabbed up the receiver. "What is it?" he demanded 

"| love you, too, bro.” 

"Rich?" 

"What's up, man?" 

Jon looked down at his throbbing dick still planted firmly in his hand, and said, "Um, not much. You?" 
"Man, lm bored. You wanna come to my room and get wasted?" 

Jon was trying really hard not to continue stroking his twitching hard-on "Now?" he asked 

"Sure. | know you ain't got any chicks with you. So why not?" 

"You're alone, too?" 


Richie gave a low groan, that sounded uncomfortably like a purr, and Jon's cock jumped. He whipped his hand 
away from it and grimaced. 


"| don't know man," Richie said. "Couple a nights after you told me about the chick with the heart, me and this 
other girl were starting to get down some and she was a little drunk so she told me she just fucked her 
boyfriend in the parking lot before the show. | coulda went down on that, man. 


Jon winced. "Ugh. Point taken." 


"So anyway, I'm kinda celibate at the moment, too. But it fucking sucks, so | thought we might just drown our 
sorrows together. Maybe hit a little bud. You in?" 


Staring at the boner that still wasn't retreating, Jon said, "l'm kind of in the middle of something right now." 
"Well, what is it? How long's it gonna take?" 
"Um. | don't know. Maybe not long.” 


Richie's raspy laugh vibrated over the line. "Oh man, I'm sorry. | caught you taking care of your business, 


didn't 1?" 

"Well--" 

"Took you long enough to get around to it, man. | was done almost before | got back to my room." 

"Um--" 

The laugh again. "Just. finish up and then come over. Okay?" 

"Okay," Jon said, because it was the only thing he could think to say, and hung up. Then he stared at his 
erection, wondering how it could be so determined. It had not only managed to survive the conversation, but it 
was still hanging on through the embarrassment of having been found out. Jon wasn't sure he could finish now 
that Richie knew what he was doing. It was kind of like having an audience. 

Still, there it was, refusing to budge. 

"Fucker," Jon muttered to himself, unsure whether it was directed at Richie, or himself, or his persistent 
hard-on. He finally just decided to finish the task as quickly as possible, pretending that it was still a private 


matter and that his best friend hadn't just called him out on it like it was the most normal thing in the world 
to have a chat about. 


Richie already had a decent buzz going by the time Jon got to his room. He opened the door, pipe in hand, 
dressed only in boxer shorts. The room was lit by a single bedside lamp and the Beatles’ Whife Album was 
playing. "Birthday" segued into "Yer Blues" as Jon stepped inside the room and closed the door behind him. 


"C'mon in, buddy, join the party," Richie said, waving a hand vaguely toward the expanse of room. Then he 


tossed himself across the bed and started disassembling the pipe to repack it. Jon scooted up onto the bed 
next to him, folding his legs, and picked up the already-opened bottle of Stolichnaya. 


"What, no glasses? No ice?" Jon joked, twisting the cap off. 


"Fuck you need ice for, man? Just have it up," Richie said, smacking the underside of the bottle as Jon raised 


it to his lips. Jon spluttered as the cold vodka splashed his face and went up his nose. 
"Dickhead," he said, wiping his face, and Richie rolled onto his back, laughing hysterically. 


Jon took a long drink from the bottle. "That must be some good shit, man, you're in an awful good mood now," 


he said, motioning with the bottle toward the little wooden box Richie had open in front of him. 
"l ain't even had any yet. Just a few pulls off the Stoli so far." 


"Then what's with the cheer? You sounded like you wanted to slit your wrists on the phone. Well, at first, 


anyway." 

Jon drank again, to give him something to do, to detract from what had just come out of his mouth. He didn't 
want to remind Richie of the conversation if it was possible. Richie had set about packing the pipe and didn't 
seem to pick up on the reference. 

"Well, | was alone then. Now l'm not." 

"Oh." 

Richie put the pipe back together and sucked on it a little, then pulled it back apart to pack the weed a little 
tighter. "But it is good shit. Since you brought it up." He put the pipe together a second time, sucked through it 
again, then handed it to Jon. "You first, since you're the one who needs a smoke right now." 

"Ha ha," Jon said, taking the pipe and the lighter Richie was holding out. 

"Oh come on, you don't think it's funny?" 

Jon struck the lighter and held it up to the pipe, drawing a semi-deep breath of smoke into his lungs. "No," he 
croaked, without exhaling. He handed the pipe back to Richie, who took a hit. When he finally couldn't hold it 


anymore, Jon blew the smoke out and took another drink to keep from coughing. 


Richie exhaled too and reached out for the bottle. "Pardon me for saying, but so what? You were wanking, big 


deal. | do it, too, and much more often since my run-in with Miss Sloppy Seconds." 


"Ugh," Jon said, revisiting his initial, and still unchanged, opinion of this mystery girl. "| can't believe she just 
told you that." 


"Dude, | am beyond grateful she was drunk enough to tell me. Otherwise, | may have never recovered." Richie 
drank from the bottle and then handed it back to Jon before sprawling on his back His hair fanned out over 
the duvet and fell in his now-closed eyes. Jon studied him for a moment, noticing how shiny his hair was when 
it was freshly washed and left to air-dry into its natural waves. He looked a lot younger that way, and with 


every bit of the stage makeup washed away. More vulnerable somehow. 


Jon thought about what Richie had said on the phone about going down on the girl and, before he could think 
better of it, said, "How do you know if you're doing it right?" 


Richie opened one eye. "Doing what right?" 

"You know. When you go down there." 

"Man, you've eaten pussy before, you know how to do it 

‘| know I've done it before, but how do you know you're doing it right?" 

Richie opened both his eyes and turned his head to face Jon. "Well, if she comes, that's a good sign 
"Funny." 

"Why are you asking? You having a performance crisis or something?" 

Jon took another drink. "Not really. | just wonder sometimes." 

Rolling up onto his side and propping his head on his hand, Richie asked, "Wonder what?" 


“Just... you know, if they're really into it, or if they're just pretending because of who you are. Or if they think 


they like it more because of who you are. You know what | mean" 
"Yeah, | think | know what you mean" 
Jon picked up the pipe again and twiddled it in his fingers. "I just think it would be nice sometimes to be with 


someone more than once. So you could learn more about them." He struck the lighter. "And they could learn 


more about you." 
"What happened?" Richie asked. 
"What are you talking about?" 


"Something happened. Did some chick tell you you were a bad lay or something?" 


"Nah, man, nothing like that." 

"Then what is it?" 

Jon took another drag on the pipe and held it in for as long as he possibly could. His head was already starting 
to swim a little and his body felt heavy. The music pulsated through the room, more and more like a living 
thing every minute, surrounding them. It was Jon's favorite part of being high, the sensory crossover; listening 
to music that throbbed through him and actually caressed his skin. He tossed the pipe and lighter on the bed 
between them and said, "I was with this girl-- it was before the heart chick-- and we were getting along 
really well, you know. She was pretty cool, she didn't seem like just some stupid slut, she seemed like someone | 


might like to know." 


"Yeah?" Richie said, taking another hit. His eyes were starting to gloss over, Jon noticed, and his movements 


were getting slower. 


Jon closed his eyes for a moment, as "Helter Skelter" pummeled him. 


Do you, don't you want me to love you? hm coming down fast, but lm miles above you 


"| felt comfortable with her, so | told her something | wanted her to do, and she laughed at me." 


Laying down on his side, Jon stared at Richie through his own glassy eyes. Richie smiled. "That's it? That's all 


you're gonna tell me?" 
"That's all | want to tell you." 


Grinning, Richie said, "Oh, come on, man! You can't leave it at that. How's Doctor Richie supposed to analyze the 


problem?" 

Jon flopped onto his back and put his hands behind his head. "You, sir, are no doctor." 

"Well, then I'm just a nosy-ass friend," Richie said, taking another gulp of vodka. "What happened?" 
Sighing, Jon said, "| wanted her to-- well, | wanted her to play with my nipples." 

"S9?" 

"So she laughed at me. Said only women were supposed to like it" 


Richie sat up and leaned closer, a wicked grin spreading across his face. Jon's brain was too slow to see what 


was coming, so he yelped in surprise when Richie reached out and pinched one of his nipples through his shirt. 


"Jonny's got ticklish titties, huh?" Richie teased, his hands darting in and out of Jon's defending ones. 
"Cut it out, man. Be serious for a change." 

Richie heaved an exaggerated sigh, shook his head and drank again. "What for?" 

"Just to prove you can, just once." 


The album ended and the arm of the turntable lifted itself back into place. Richie stumbled over to it, taking 
off the White Album and replacing it with the first album of George Harrison's All Things Must Pass. The 
sounds of "I'd Have You Anytime" filled the room. Richie returned to the bed and dropped onto it. 


"You're no fun at all, are you? Its not even a big deal. If she thinks it's just for chicks, that says more about 
her than it does about you." He took one last swig of the Stoli, then recapped the bottle and dropped it to the 
carpeted floor where it landed with a thunk but didn't break. "I like it, too. A lot of guys do. I'm tired” 


With that, he crawled up next to Jon and stretched out on his stomach, lengthwise on the bed, his face buried 
in the pillows. "You stayin?" he slurred. 


Jon tried to sit up, but his head spun and he laid back down. "Yeah, | think so," he said. He hadn't thought to 
bring any sleep clothes with him, and the vodka had raised his body temperature by at least ten degrees. He 
glanced at Richie, who was almost naked and couldn't have given a shit less. Shrugging, Jon unfastened and 
pushed down his jeans, tossing them on the floor. Some distant corner of his brain told him he should feel 
weird about laying there in his t-shirt and underwear in bed with his best friend, but he was too fucked up 
and exhausted to care. He reached over and turned off the lamp, plunging them into velvety blackness so thick 


that it, too, seemed to touch his skin. 


The opening strums of "My Sweet Lord" filled the room, and Jon smiled to himself. He loved this song, and he 
knew it was one of Richie's favorites. It was perfection in so many different ways, the consummate example of 


musical pragmatism. It didn't show off, and it didn't fall short. Jon closed his eyes and let it wash over him. 


He had just started floating toward the edges of sleep, when he felt movement at the bottom hem of his 

shirt. His eyes flew open, but the blackness prevented him from seeing anything. His body was too heavy with 
the alcohol and weed to move on his first command. So he laid stock-still, trying to control his breathing as he 
felt a hand slide up under his shirt. A wild thought occurred to him that he was asleep already and dreaming, 


but the calloused fingertips were too real to be a dream, grazing upward, spreading out, searching. 


Jon's heart drummed in his chest as Richie found one of his nipples and stroked it to hardness. What was he 
doing? He'd had a lot to drink, but Jon didn't think he was that fucked up, and what the hell was Jon doing just 
laying there? His mind groped for balance, spinning and falling, even as his body lay paralyzed. Nerve endings 
sprang to electrified life all the way across his chest as Richie slid his hand across, in search of the other 
ripple. When he found it, he rolled it softly between his thumb and forefinger, sending a spike of pleasure 


straight to Jon's crotch. 


Jon gasped, hoping the music was enough to disguise the sound. Then he finally found his voice. "What are you 
doing, man? You gotta stop," he whispered urgently. 


Richie withdrew his hand. "No fun at all," he mumbled, and the movement of the bed told Jon he had rolled 


over. 
Jon lay in the darkness, eyes wide open, staring at a ceiling he couldn't see, his mind reeling. His heart pounded 
and his skin tingled long after Richie's soft snoring mingled with the melodious strains of the quiet Beatle's 


magnum opus. 


really want to see you Lord, but it fakes so long my Lord (hallelujah) 


Chapter Two: Temptation 


The only clue that morning had arrived was a wedge of sunlight peeking around the edge of the disheveled 
black-out curtain. Jon's brain swam toward the edge of consciousness, then retreated a few times before it 
finally broke the surface. Even before he opened his eyes, a sinking feeling in his gut warned him that 
something was off-kilter, something ominous that he couldn't place just yet. And then he remembered. 


His eyes snapped open Richie was still lying on his stomach, deeply asleep next to him. He looked like his body 
had partially melted into the bed, the only sign of life being the rise and fall of his back with his even 
breathing. 

Jon exhaled slowly and raked his hands through his hair. Then he dragged them down his face, pressing his 
fingertips into his eyes. He didn't feel hungover but his mind was dim and foggy, and that was a good thing, 
because it made it easier to ignore the thoughts that were clamoring for his attention. Sitting up slowly to 
avoid a head rush, he pushed himself to the edge of the bed, dropping his feet to the floor. His head swirled a 
little anyway, and he rubbed his forehead again. 

His gaze came to rest on his bare legs, and below, his blue jeans laying in a pile on the floor. He felt himself 
growing hot and he jumped up, pulling on the pants as quickly as his sleep-clumsy hands would allow. He 
wrestled his predictable morning erection inside and zipped up. 

"Do | look like a whore to you?" 


Jon spun around and almost lost his balance. 


Richie's face was still mostly embedded in the pillow, except for the one eye he was looking at Jon with. "Isn't it 
just like a man to fuck and run?" 


"What?" Jon said, his voice higher-pitched than he meant for it to be. 


Richie dragged his arms up and folded them under his head. "It's a joke, shit-for-brains," he said sleepily. "You 


look like you're running from the scene of a crime. 


Jon looked down at his hands, still grasping the button-flaps of his jeans. He quickly fastened them. "Oh-- no-- 


| was just--" 
Richie rolled onto his back and threw a forearm over his face. "It was a joke, man. Lighten up." 


"No, | know that,” Jon said, sounding lame, even to himself. "I was just-- you know, we gotta get packed up and 


everything." 


"No show tonight, remember? We don't have to get moving til tomorrow morning.’ 


"Oh yeah," Jon said, aware of how stiff and uncomfortable he looked just standing there, but unable to think of 
anything else to do. To his horror, he noticed that Richie shared his morning erection problem, and the boxers 
did nothing to hide it. His gaze snapped to the floor. 


"What's up with you?" Richie asked. But a moment later, he pulled one of the pillows out from under his head 
and plunked it across himself. "Sorry about that, I'm not used to waking up with guys. ls that better?" 


It's fine," Jon said, but he still didn't look up. 


Richie chuckled and stretched his arms over his head. "You're almost cute when you're uptight. No wonder the 


chicks love you." 


When Jon didn't respond, Richie said, "Man, how much did you smoke last night? You give yourself an herbal 


lobotomy, or what?" 
Chancing a look at his friend, Jon said, "l'm just still a little fuzzy, is all" 
"Well, quit just standing there, you're making me nervous. Sit down or something." 


Jon's first impulse was to sit in the armchair across the room, but he knew it would only invite more scrutiny 
into his behavior. He wasn't sure he wanted to draw any more attention to the idea that something was wrong, 


as he wasn't exactly sure if Richie even remembered what had occurred the night before. 


Instead, he sat down on the bed, fluffing his share of the pillows up between his back and the headboard. 
Richie went back to covering his eyes with his forearm, content to just hang out in silence. After it was clear 


he wasn't going to say anything more, Jon ventured, "Man, last night was fucked up, huh?" 


"No kidding. | thought those girls that jumped us at the cars were gonna kill us. | try to be cool ‘cause | know 
they just want a little piece of us, but damn, the skin is attached." Richie held out his arms and twisted them 
back and forth to show off all the scratches there. "Look at this shit." 


"Yeah," Jon said, holding out his own arms, showing similar injuries. The conversation had officially gone down 


the wrong road, and he wasn't sure how to artfully steer it back on course, so he just let it fizzle out. 
Silence again. Jon thought of just giving up and leaving, maybe attacking the problem from another angle later 
when his brain was fresher, but Richie interrupted the thought. "Seriously, man, how much did we drink last 
right?" 


Jon glanced at his friend again, but only for a second. "You don't remember?" 


"I remember talking about chicks. And listening to the Beatles." Richie's face lit up. "I'm never too trashed for 
that." 


He looked like a happy little kid, contrasting so oddly with the content of his statement that Jon couldn't help a 


smile. "Yeah.. You don't remember anything else?" 


The little kid grin suddenly looked forced, uncomfortable. "Why?" Richie asked, a bit of what looked like fear 


creeping into his eyes. "Was there more?" 


A sense of overwhelming relief surged through Jon, mixed with some other feeling he couldn't quite put his 


finger on. "Besides girls and good music? What the hell else is there?" 
"No shit." 


After another minute or two, or maybe ten, Jon hoisted himself off the bed. "I think I'm gonna go get a 


shower. See if | can wake myself up." 
"Yeah, me too." 


"See you in a bit," Jon said and headed for the door, swallowing back the idea that the unidentified feeling 


seeping into him was something like disappointment. 


Jon cranked the shower water up to much hotter than he preferred it, much hotter than was comfortable, 
and put his head under it. Richie didn't remember the incident, and that meant everything would be okay. Jon 
could just put it away in that little lock box in his brain, and it would never have to be seen or heard from 


again. 
But it was refusing to go quietly. 


Like a cracked record, it kept repeating in his mind, the way his skin had awoken at the barest touch of 
Richie's fingers, and how good it had felt to have competent hands on him for once, hands that belonged to 
someone who was fully aware of what a man could need, and wouldn't judge him for it. Someone who had known 


him for longer than a few hours, and knew about-- and appreciated-- the inside of him more than the outside. 


Scrubbing his body harshly with a washcloth, Jon tangled with the growing knot of guilt in his belly. It didn't 
make sense, any of it, because he wasn't gay. He had only ever loved women, only ever had sexual thoughts 


about women, Didn't you have to be gay to have feelings for another man? 


The guilt swelled up into nausea Jon often ranted about the unfairness of what growing up Catholic had done 
for his sense of right and wrong. How it had made him ashamed of every human instinct he had, made him 
aspire to a standard that no human being could ever attain. How it was designed that way on purpose to keep 
people feeling remorseful and abashed, submissive to teachings that didn't feel true, but became mental habit 
all the same. 


He often ranted about it, but he still felt it. In every pore of his body, he felt it. The guilt. And the shame. 


And the fear. Homosexuality was a mortal sin. Acknowledging he had enjoyed his best friend's touch could send 
him straight to hell. If there even was a hell. 


Another mental image slipped into Jon's mind, unnoticed at first, but now pressing to the forefront of his 
thoughts. That of Richie lying on the bed, his long, lean body stretched out, his arousal disguised by only the 
thinnest layer of fabric. And how alluring he had looked like that, without even realizing it. 


By the power of will, Jon closed down the thought, because he knew where it was going. And he wasn't going to 
let it go there, even if his cock was currently tingling and swelling against his wishes. He refused to 


masturbate to the memory of another man's body. 


Instead, he cranked up the cold water until it drove icy needles into his skin, purging all else from his mind by 


sheer force of discomfort. 


It used to be that when the band got free time, they explored the city they were in. More specifically, they 
explored the bars and the ladies of the city they were in. Anymore, though, the band's presence in the 
nightlife of most cities caused too much of a fuss for Jon's liking. Gone were the days of hitting the local 
bars, drinking to excess and picking up women. Now it seemed like all they did was draw crowds and attention. 
People with cameras, fawning girls (often underage ones that managed to look a lot older and wiser), jealous 


men who either stared or made snide comments or tried to start fights, depending on how drunk they were. 


So now, while the other guys went out, Jon usually stayed back at the hotel, trying to drum up inspiration for 
a new song or just getting drunk by himself. Today was no different, except that Richie had stayed behind too, 


which was a first for him. 


At first, Jon had tried to convince him to go out with the others, not wanting to deal with any of the 
inconvenient thoughts he'd managed to put a tenuous wall up around. But Richie had refused, saying he didn't 
feel like dealing with the drama, that maybe Jon was onto something, using the time for creating, rather than 


socializing with people they'd never see again 


By early evening, the rest of the boys had already been gone for hours, and, unable to resist the lure of a 
song idea in progress, Jon had allowed himself to be invited back to Richie's room. Richie had produced two 
bottles of Sangiovese (which they wasted no time drinking way too much of) and shared his notes on what Jon 


thought was a number one in the making. 


It was a love song, but it was as hooky as it was possible to be. MH be there for you, these five words | swear 
fo you. It was almost genius in its simplicity. Jon hoped the song would still seem genius to him when he was 


sober. He had a suspicion it just might. 


He put the top of his pen in his mouth and stared at the notebook in front of him. Snippets of verse ideas 
covered the page, and parentheses and arrows abounded, restructuring, rearranging the words that appeared 
in both their drunk-sloppy handwriting. Richie had taken a break from the lyrics and was puzzling out an 
opening riff on his electric, the effects pedal molding the guitar's sound into that of a sitar. It sounded strange, 
but perfect, somehow, for the song. 


Distracted, Jon noticed how Richie studied his own hands while he played, as though he was merely a spectator 
to their expertise. Like he might learn something someday, if only he watched himself long enough. The thought 
made Jon chuckle. 


Richie didn't look up, and didn't stop playing. "Your laughter had better be for some other reason than my riff." 


Still smiling, Jon said, "No, man, it's just that you look so amazed sometimes. It's like you're surprised your own 


hands do that." 

''m more surprised by what my hands still cant do." 

Jon shook his head and went back to the notebook. Richie was the most talented musician Jon had ever met, 
and he never gave himself enough credit. It was probably why he was so great at what he did. He never 
imagined he was good enough, so he was always trying to reach the next level of competence. Jon considered 
himself the luckiest bastard on earth to have the guy in his band. Unbelievable musician, songwriter, singer. 
The most amazing friend. 


Jon put his pen to the paper and closed his eyes to think Then he opened them and started writing. 


İd lve and Id de for you, steal the sun from the sky for you, words cant say what a love can do, Hi be there for 
you 


Rereading the words, he marveled at how they fit, and how he hadn't even really meant to work on the 


chorus. How it had just accidentally flowed from him.. 
Jon tossed the notebook down and stretched. "Man, | need a break from sappy shit for awhile." 


"Me, too," Richie said. With his pedal still set to the sitar effect, he began picking out the melody of the 


Beatles! "Norwegian Wood". It was a song he knew inside and out, so every pluck was crisp and perfect, despite 
his having finished off enough of the red to buzz three people. 


Jon picked up his acoustic to accompany him. "I thought you agreed we didn't need any more sappy shit for 


awhile." 

"You think this song is sappy?" 
"Well it's about love, ain't it?" 

‘Not really. Sex, but not love." 


Jon spent a moment listening to how his strumming blended so seamlessly with the lilting lead Richie picked out. 


Then he said, "How do you separate them? In a song, | mean. People hear what they wanna hear, you know?" 
"She told me she worked in the morning and started to laugh," Richie sang, then shook his head. "Ain't nobody 
mistaking that for love, man. The dude's been used" He played for a few more seconds, then added, "That's 
what | love about Lennon. Who else could have gotten away with telling the world about cheating on his wife in 
a fucking pop song in 19652" 

"Yeah, true." 


"They got away with a lot of shit for a pop band with that big a following. Look at ‘Helter Skelter’. And 


‘Happiness Is a Warm Gur, for christ's sake." 

Jon laughed. "You think those lyrics are dirty?" 

"Well, they're not triple-X, but | mean, how suggestive can you get before you start losing sales?" 

Shrugging, Jon said, "I guess that depends on what decade you're in Things aren't so bad now." 

Now it was Richie's turn to laugh. "You shitting me? This world is one big anal-retentive pretend-monastery. 
Everyone is doing or thinking what you're talking about and they still get offended that you actually said it out 
loud." He began strumming the music to "Happiness Is a Warm Gun", humming the lyric line. 

She's not a girl who misses much. 

Jon hadn't known Richie knew that song off the top of his head. He had never heard him play it before, and as 
he watched the guitarist in veneration, he wondered if he knew every Beatles song there was. Richie's eyes 
were closed, his face turned up slightly like he was feeling a cool breeze, or like he was trying to breathe in 


the music from the air. 


Jon's gaze traveled down the man's neck, to the curve of his shoulder where the muscles flexed with every 


strum, and he suddenly imagined what it would be like to slide his hands up over those shoulders, up that neck, 
placing kisses along Richie's throat. 


Mouth dry, Jon said, "| think you could get a lot dirtier in a song and get away with it. Double entendres let 
you get away with tons of shit.” 


"Like what?" 
Jon thought for a moment then, strumming a few chords, he cooed, "Come, come, come a little bit closer." 


Richie's eyes widened, a flush rising in his cheeks, and Jon savored it like a flavor in his mouth. He didn't think 
he had ever seen Richie embarrassed, and the feeling of power it gave him was more intoxicating than the 
wine. He grabbed and held his friend's gaze as he found a few more chords. "It's getting harder, harder, harder 


to keep me away," he sang, his voice inching more toward moaning than singing. 
"Jesus." Richie murmured, putting his guitar aside and crawling closer to Jon. 


Jon's heart hammered in his chest, but it was like Richie was a fucking puppet now, and Jon had each and 
every string knotted around his fingers. It was too thrilling to stop just yet. He disposed of the double 
entendres and just said the next thing that popped into his head: 


| wanna taste the sweat that's running off of your body." 


Richie pulled the guitar from Jon's hands and laid it next to him on the bed He was close enough now for Jon 


to see how bloodshot his eyes were, the pupils dilated so far it made his irises appear black, the wine strong 


on his breath. 


Jon felt the familiar surge of guilt, but ignored it. It wasn't a crime to be a tease, after all, and that's all he 
intended to do, so what was the harm? He just liked the attention. And if Richie hadn't remembered touching 
Jon the night before, he wouldn't remember being teased tonight. 


But as Jon caught himself gazing at and longing to run his tongue over the other man's parted lips, he 
questioned the idea that all he wanted to do was tease. He wasn't gay, but he thought at this moment that 


Richie might somehow be an exception to the rule. Maybe just once. 
Except that Richie was drunk off his ass, and wouldn't be making the same kind of carefully weighed decision 
The realization was like cold water on Jon's skin. He had to stop. Backing away a little, he forced a casual laugh 


and said, "What rhymes with body?" 


Richie leaned in until his mouth was so close to Jon's ear that his lips brushed over the lobe. "Get the sheets 


all wet," he purred, "| wanna make you feel naughty.’ 


Jon shivered as he felt Richie's tongue sliding down his neck, and he didn't resist being pushed down into the 


pillows. He spread his thighs to allow Richie's body in between them. 
Richie grinned and reached for the pull-cord on the lamp, drowning them in that impenetrable darkness. With 
no sight, Jon's sense of touch was multiplied as Richie pushed his shirt up and ran his lips over his chest. 


"Turn out the lights, I'm going down slowly," Richie sang softly, in between kisses. 


Jon's racing mind was suddenly muffled by pure lust and he wrapped his legs around Richie's body, pulling him 
closer. Richie's tongue found one of the already-hardened nipples, and Jon moaned. 


"Don't tell me what's right," Richie whispered in between little licks and soft sucking. "Just tell me you want me. 


Tell me you want me, Jonny..." 
He was unfastening Jon's pants, manipulating Jon's hard-on with his thumb, a thin silk covering the only thing 
separating skin from skin. And when he moved down to put his lips to it and breathed warm air through the 


flimsy fabric, Jon thought he might come then and there. 


He also thought he might vomit. Did it constitute sexual assault to take advantage of a person's inebriation, 


even if they were the aggressor? 
Scrambling to refasten his pants, he said, "You're drunk, man, we both are, we can't do it like this." 
"l'm not that drunk," Richie insisted, but his slurred voice told a different story. 


"Jesus, god," Jon muttered to himself, pressing a hand to his eyes as he climbed off the bed. What kind of 


person could do this? And to a friend? "I'm sorry," he said. "I'm so sorry.’ 
"For what?" Richie asked. 


"Everything," Jon said, and forced himself not to run as he left the room. 


Chapter Three: Contrition 


Jon was lucky if he got a total of two or three hours of sleep that night. Every time he dozed off, some 
nightmare was waiting to jar him awake. Fragments of weird dreams and thoughts he couldn't pin down 
assaulted his mind in between the bits of sleep, until finally, at about five in the morning, he decided to just 
get up for the day. 


Usually he was happy to get a break from the band's hectic schedule, but today he was grateful they had to 
be on the road by eight am. There was only so much packing and repacking he could do before he had to just 
yield to the task of waiting. Room service had brought him breakfast, but he hadn't even pulled the lid off of 


it. He had, however, drank almost an entire carafe of black coffee and he had the tremors to prove it. 


It was during his fourth cup of the pungent Arabica that yet another highly unwelcome thought occurred to 
him. He had spent the more savage moments of the night reasoning with himself that merely tantalizing a 
person with sexual innuendo wasn't such a big deal; but in the light of morning, with a hefty dose of caffeine 
pumping through his veins, he remembered being taught as a child that employing behavior that invites 
temptation to commit a sin was as bad as the sin A bottle of wine, a conversation about double entendres, and 


he was going to burn for eternity. If he believed in all that. Which he didn't. Most days. 


Eight o' clock took a lifetime to roll around, but when it did, Jon went on autopilot for the mission of loading up 
and moving out. Richie acted like nothing was wrong (other than being unprepared as usual), and this time Jon 
wasn't disappointed. If he could have erased the memory from his own mind, too, he would have given anything 


for the opportunity. 


The show that night was one of the wildest to date. The crowd was huge and manic, and the band was on fire. 
Jon channeled the anxiety of the past two days into his performance, prompting Richie to ask him in between 
songs if he was all right, or if he'd taken something. Jon had laughed a little too brusquely and then, into his 

mic, announced to the crowd that his beloved guitarist was concerned that things were getting too crazy and 


did everyone think it was getting too crazy? 


The crowd had let loose with a huge "No!" and Richie had shaken his head and avoided looking at Jon for the 
rest of the show. Jon felt like a jerk the moment it happened, as he knew Richie was only concerned for him, 
but he added that fuel to his fire, too, and used it to amp up his performance even further. By the end of the 
show, Dave, Tico and Alec were starting to give Jon worried looks, too, but Jon ignored them. Fuck them if 


they couldn't handle it. 


Jon was going to put the past two nights behind him. In every possible way he could. 


She was your typical groupie. Smuggled straight to Jon's hotel room by security, the girl was bleached blond, 
wearing torn up spandex that barely counted as clothing, and drunk on cheap concession-stand beer. As soon 
as she got into the room, she stripped down, displaying fake tits and no shame. Jon didn't even bother 
undressing himself. After a cursory make-out session that lasted all of a minute, he just pushed his pants 
down only as far as was necessary to accomplish the task. The girl moaned and screamed as though it was 
the most enjoyable thing in the world, but judging by how strong she smelled of the beer, she probably 
wouldn't even remember it in the morning. That was fine by Jon He knew he wasn't being a good lover and he 


didn't really care, because he wasn't getting any enjoyment out of it himself. 


After a few minutes, he just wanted it to end, but he couldn't bear the thought of admitting to himself that 
he'd screwed a stunningly beautiful woman and had failed to like it enough to climax from it. All he could think 
about was the way he'd treated Richie on stage, bitterly noting that this was the second time in two days he'd 


embarrassed the man when he'd thought it was impossible. 


Jon thrust harder, faster, trying to get off, trying to ignore the increasingly annoying sex noises of the 
groupie, trying to expel Richie from his soul. But the man kept creeping back in, until Jon consented and called 
up the memory from the dark corner of his mind where it waited to seduce him like the girl never stood a 


chance of doing. 
Tell me you want me, Jonny 


Jon finally came, but there was no satisfaction in it. He pulled his pants back up and told the girl someone 
would be waiting outside the door for her, to get her out of the building safely. He watched her get dressed 
and leave, stumbling over her own feet, and he told the security guys outside that he was done for the night 
and to make sure he wasn't bothered. Then he closed the door on the woman he wouldn't see again. He never 


even knew her name. 


Jon managed to get a little more sleep that night, but only because pure exhaustion had overtaken him. When 
he woke up, he took a shower, his third since he'd fucked the unnamed groupie. He wanted the memory of her 


off his skin, and in desperation, he took to fantasizing about Richie again, but the reflections were distant and 


faded now, as though he'd been only a spectator to something that had happened to someone else. He didn't 
know if it was just the workings of time, or if he'd succeeded with his efforts to cleanse himself of the 
thoughts. It ignited a sadness in him so strong and abrupt that he actually cried for a few minutes in the 
shower, before he pulled himself together. 


Afterward, he dragged on jeans and a t-shirt and left his room. They were staying three nights here, playing 
two, and then another day off. Jon couldn't even remember what city they were in, but it had to be a big one 
to warrant two shows in a row. He didn't really care. But it gave him an excuse to go wandering. If he was 


going to be here the next two nights, he should probably acquaint himself with the rest of the hotel. 


The dining room and gym were barely occupied at this hour of the morning, and the indoor swimming pool was 
completely devoid of people. Turned out, this hotel was the same as all the other ones. Not that Jon was really 
expecting anything different, though. He was on his way back to the elevators when he glanced out the doors 
to the courtyard and noticed the back of a familiar brunette head. 


Richie was sitting at a table with his back to the glass doors. His head was bent, his attention on something in 
front of him. A little spike of anxiety passed through Jon and he almost walked away, went back to his room, 
pretended he hadn't noticed Richie there. But something kept him rooted to the spot, staring at his best 
friend's back, wondering if he was, indeed, still his best friend. Finally, he straightened his spine, took a deep 
breath, and forced his feet to move. 

It was pleasantly warm outside, with just a hint of a breeze that felt cool in his damp hair. Halfway between 
the doors and Richie's table, he considered turning back, but didn't want to risk getting caught and having to 


explain himself. So he forged ahead, feigning as much casualness as he could. 


"Hey, you're up early," he said, taking a seat diagonally across the little round table. It was a notebook that 
Richie had been focused on. 


"So are you," Richie said, closing up the book and wrapping his hands around his mug of coffee. Jon waved a 


hand toward the notebook 

"What are you working on there?" 
“A song! 

"Oh 


Jon looked out around the courtyard for something to do. Richie was mad still, and Jon didn't blame him. He 


was just opening his mouth to apologize when Richie said, 
"| notice you got over your fear of groupies." 


Jon's stomach dropped. "What? How--" 


"| could hear her screaming through my wall," Richie said, taking a sip of coffee. 


‘lm so sorry about that," Jon said, noticing only after he said it, how overly-pleading it sounded. Richie seemed 
unfazed. 


"IFs all right. Maybe l'm just jealous." 
Jon's pulse pounded in his ears and his body went cold. Did he just hear that right? 
But Richie went on: "lm officially at two weeks with no sex, so it was a little rough, is all." 


A dull ache spread through Jon's chest. Richie was jealous of him, not the girl. The sadness from the faded 


memories battered him again, and he said, 


‘I'm so sorry about the show, Rich. | was-- | don't know what | was thinking. | wasn't thinking. | was being a 


jackass." 


Richie waved the comment away. "Don't worry about it, its not a big deal" But the sullenness of his face was 


a sharp contradiction to the words. 


Not knowing what else to say, or if he even should say anything, or whether he should stay or leave, Jon just 
continued sitting there. After a few minutes of deathly silence punctuated only by the odd bird chirping, Richie 
opened the notebook and tore a page out of it. Putting it on the table between them, he stood and said, "| 
finished it last night" 


Then he walked back toward the hotel. Jon almost called out for him, but decided at the last moment to just 
let him go. He picked up the lined paper instead, running his fingers over the rough edge where it had been 
attached to the wire spiral. 


When you breathe, | want to be the air for you. 


Hot, stinging tears welled and overflowed Jon's eyes, dripping onto the paper, causing ink smears to blossom and 
run the words together. 


Chapter Four: Confession 


Jon lay in the starched-up hotel bed, studying the ceiling. Again 


Tonight's show had gone considerably better than last nights show. Jon had fallen on his sword, so to speak, in 
front of tens of thousands of people. 


‘Before we go on, | wanna say something Last night's show, | made a huge huge mistake, and took out a personal 


case of PMS on my very dear frend." 


Putting his hands behind his head, Jon smiled He hadn't gotten a chance to talk to Richie one-on-one yet, but 
he had seen the slightly embarrassed smile (third time!) on stage, and noted that the sparkle had returned to 
his friend's eyes. Jon had waxed sentimental, telling the crowd how awesome and talented Richie was, how 
caring and loyal. The audience roared its approval, and then the band had done an upbeat song to counteract 
the softhearted moment. Jon didn't even remember now which song they did, and he didn't really care. All he 
knew is that he had done right by the friendship, and that Richie had stood close to him for the solo, like it 


was supposed to be. The crowd had gone fucking nuts during that unbelievable solo. 


Closing his eyes, Jon replayed the scene in his mind for the millionth time, but a knock on his door burst the 
bubble of thought like a straight pin. Jon looked up but before he could make a move to get out of bed, the 
door eased open, and Richie poked his head in. 


"You awake?" 


Jon swung his feet to the floor and stood up. "Yeah," he said, crossing the room as Richie closed the door 
behind him. They stood smiling sheepishly at each other for a few seconds before falling into a rough embrace. 


"Thank you," Richie whispered in Jon's ear. "But you didn't have to do that." 
"Yes | did. | was a dick to you when you were just looking out for me." 


Richie pulled back enough to look in Jon's face. "That's part of my job, you know? Play guitar and watch after 
you." He untangled one of his arms and brushed the hug-messy hair back from Jon's forehead. "All in all, its a 


pretty sweet gig." 


Jon closed his eyes, leaning into Richie's touch as the other man continued fingering his hair for longer than 
was strictly necessary, and Jon became aware that the entire hug was far exceeding the necessary length of 
time, but he didn't care. He was home when he was pressed against his friend's warm body, serene and 
protected wrapped up in Richie's arms, and he didn't want it to end But after another moment or two, Richie 


kissed him on top of the head like a child and broke the embrace. 


Jon watched him wander farther into the room, the front of his body feeling cold and incomplete, like a random 


puzzle piece. Without thinking, he said, "| want to apologize again. for the girl--" He realized the statement 
could have been taken a couple of different ways, and hoped that Richie would take it in whatever way he 
would be all right with. 


Richie picked up Jon's acoustic from its stand and sat down on the edge of the bed, plucking at and tuning the 
strings. "It's all right," he said. 


Hoping it didn't lay him too bare, and also hoping just the tiniest bit that Richie would infer his true meaning, 
Jon continued, "I hated it. Being with her. She was just-- she was just there, you know? She didn't know me and 
she didn't care. None of them ever do. | could be Bozo the fucking clown up there with a guitar and they'd still 
want to do me." He wrapped his arms around himself, trying to recapture Richie's warmth, trying to still the 
shaking in his voice. "And that's not good enough anymore." 


Richie never looked up from the guitar. "Well, you can only expect so much empathy from the chicks. They 
don't know what it's like to be us," he said, and started picking out a melody, sliding on and bending the strings, 


mimicking a very famous lead guitar riff that made all the feeling drain from Jon's body. 
My Sweet Lord 


Jon's knees wobbled and his head felt light like the moment before blacking out. He tried to swallow and 


couldn't. "You fucking remembered," he whispered, the words strangled in his constricting throat. 
Richie stopped playing and looked up, his face suddenly serious. "Of course | remembered. How could | not?" 


A thousand wild questions swirled in Jon's head, each fighting to be addressed first, so he spat out the first 
one that was fully coherent. "You lied! Why'd you lie?" 


Putting the guitar aside, Richie stood and closed the distance between them. "When | woke up you looked like 


you were gonna chew your leg off to get outta there. | was making it easier for you to run--" 
"| didn't run--" 


"You did run! But then, there you are the next night, practically begging for it, so | try again," Richie said, his 
own voice choked with anger now, "and | get the same goddamn schizo reaction, except this time you let me go 


far enough to drive me out of my fucking mind--" 


"You don't know what you're talking about," Jon said, his chest tightening and he didn't know whether he was 
going to hyperventilate or sob. "You've just misread the whole thing--" 


"Misread?" Richie gave a hoarse, disbelieving laugh that sounded as though he was close to tears. "I'd have to 
be brain-dead to misread those signals! The only thing missing was the big neon sign that says, ‘Come and 
screw me, Rich, I'm so fucking ready for it!" 


Fury surged through Jon's body and, before he could stop himself, he smashed his fist into Richie's mouth. He 
actually felt his friend's lower lip split open under his knuckles. 


Richie staggered backward several steps, but didn't fall. When he regained his balance, Jon could see the utter 
shock in his eyes. And the anguish. Jon felt like his heart would tear apart, or just collapse in on itself and 


cease to exist. 


"Goddammit, Rich!" he screamed, tears biting at his eyes. Richie touched his fingertips to his mouth and pulled 
them away, his own eyes welling up at the sight of the blood there. He stared at Jon for a few moments, 
challenging him, questioning, but there was only silence now. Then he shook his head and started for the door. 


"No! Wait," Jon said, grabbing the other man by the arm. "Wait, |--" 


But that was all he got out before the flash of bright white as Richie's fist cracked into his cheekbone. Jon 
felt his head bounce off the floor and he was aware that he was flat on his back, his limbs sprawled at all 
angles, but he couldn't move. He laid there for what felt like an infinity, staring up at the dim mood lighting 
that was all of a sudden like a supernova. Finally, when enough feeling seeped back into him, he rolled up onto 


his hands and knees and crawled over to where he could sit on the floor and slump his back against the edge 


of the bed. The back of his head pounded and the entire side of his face was numb and tight. 

Then he laughed. Pain stabbed him in the cheek, stretching up to his temple, back to his ear, and down his jaw. 
Morbid curiosity made him touch the affected area and he was rewarded with more knives in his face. "Wow, 
that was a good one," he said to himself, wincing at the fresh pain talking caused. 

When he finally looked up, Richie was emerging from the bathroom with two hand towels. He picked up the 
half-full ice bucket from the nightstand and slid down to the floor next to Jon. Tossing one of the cold wet 


towels in Jon's lap, he pressed the remaining one against his own bloody lip. 


"Yeah, you too," he said, pulling the towel away and examining the bright red stain on it. He turned to Jon, 
tipping his head up to show off his mouth better. "How bad is it?" 


"Bad. Mine?" 


"Getting there. Can't wait to see what it looks like tomorrow." Richie laid a clean area of the towel against his 


lip and sighed. "What are we doing, man?" 


Scooping a handful of ice from the bucket and wrapping it in his towel, Jon put it to his face. "I don't know,” he 
said. 


Then there was silence again. 


Finally, not knowing what else to do or say, not knowing if it was the right time, or if there ever would be a 


right time, Jon said, "When | was with her, all | thought about was us." 


Richie pulled a cube of ice from the bucket and held it bare against his lip. "| had that problem. Thats why | 
quit having sex." 


Jon looked over so fast it ignited a new wave of pain and he groaned. "| thought you said it was a secondhand 


groupie that did it to you," he said. 


"Well, you know. I've been known to lie before," Richie said, and tried to smile. Then he put a handful of ice in 


his towel and resumed nursing his injuries. Barely moving his mouth, he said, 

‘Is it really that scary for you?" 

Jon shrugged. He felt stupid as he said it, but it was the only answer he had: "It's a mortal sin, you know?" 
| thought you didn't believe in that shit anymore." 

"| didn't. | mean, | don't. Damn, | don't know.. I'm sorry for hitting you." 

"Well I'm not sorry for hitting you, you deserved it” 

They both attempted to smile and ended up grimacing. 


Jon readjusted the melting ice in his towel and said, "So.the second time.. you knew what you were doing then, 
Too?" 


"Yeah.. and by the way, so did you, you fucking tease," Richie said. "If you thought | was too drunk to know 


what | was doing, you were taking advantage of me." 


"| got carried away," Jon said. "| felt terrible afterward. Like a fucking rapist or something.’ He paused, then 
added softly, "Would you have really..2" 


Richie glanced at him briefly before inspecting his towel to gage the blood lost. "Yeah. | would've." 

He tossed the towel, now tie-dyed in varying shades of red and pink, into the ice bucket and dropped his head 
back onto the bed. Jon watched him, struck by the realization of how much damage a person could do to 
someone they loved, without even meaning to. 

To someone they were in love with. 


It sucked the air from his lungs, and it took him a moment to find his voice. "So what now?" he asked. 


"Well | can't now, my lip is fucking roadkill." 


Jon smiled and got thumped with pain again. "You know that's not what | mean" 


"| don't really know what to say. But I'm kinda tired of trying right now. It hurts too much..." Richie said, 
dragging himself to his feet as though he was suddenly a hundred years old. "That much | do know." 


He stood there for a few seconds like there was something else he wanted to say but then, thinking better of 
it, just turned to leave instead 


Chapter Five: Kyrie Eleison 


Jon lay in bed but he didn't think he would ever sleep again 


Richie hadn't seen a point in getting his lip looked at ("I washed it, itll be fine!"), but after hearing about the 
injury, Doc had had a shit-fit and badgered him over the phone into getting medical attention The doctor and 
nurses didn't ask any questions, as was customary, and Richie was given four tiny closely-spaced stitches as a 


precaution against his lip healing in some unattractive manner. 


Since then, he'd been holed up in his room with his music turned up so loud it filtered through the wall to 
Jon's room. Richie pretty much thought in music and he had song mix cassettes made for just about every 
possible mood, from "happy" to "down" to "in love" to "out of love" and everything in between. Tonight, he was 
listening to the Beatles again, and Jon imagined that the name of this mix tape could only be Beatles Songs to 
Get Drunk By, or, more specifically, Beatles Songs to Get Drunk and Bawl Your Fucking Eyes Out By. 


Or maybe that was just his own mood talking. Jon wasn't drinking, but he had already finished the bawling his 
eyes out part. He had managed to stubbornly avoid crying through "Yesterday" and "No Reply" (no small feat), 
but when the tape moved into "For No One", which, to Jon, was one of the most heartbreaking songs ever 


written, he had cracked up magnificently. 


The next few songs were a blur as he heaved great sobs into his pillow until his ab muscles felt like he'd taken 
fifty body shots in a prize fight. By the time the song "In My Life" rolled around, the sobs had tapered off into 


sniffles and hiccups and Jon lay on his face listening to the lyrics as if for the first time. 


But of all these friends and lovers, there is no one compares with you 

And these memories lose their meaning when | think of love as something new, 
though | know HI never lose affection for people and things that went before; 
| know Hl offen stop and think about them. h my life, | love you more. 


Popular theory pegged the song as a general contemplation of the past, and the people and experiences that 
shaped it. But it was written before John Lennon had met Yoko Ono, so Jon had never understood who the 
"you" was in the song that Lennon was speaking to-- this "you" who turned out to be such a bewilderingly 
important part of his life that everything that came before paled in comparison, and everything to come after 


would have to be evaluated differently forever. 


Now Jon had a very good guess who "you" was. 


He rolled onto his back and rubbed his gritty and swollen eyes. Another Lennon-written song, "Don't Let Me 
Down", followed, and Jon wondered how drunk Richie was by now. If he'd been drinking since the music began, 


which Jon figured he probably had, he was most likely unconscious by now. 


Richie had been drinking a lot more in the past few weeks than Jon had ever seen him do in the years they'd 


known each other. Jon had just figured it was the stress of the tour getting to him, but he realized now it 


was more than that. 


Unlike Jon, Richie was terrible at hiding his feelings. If he was mad, sad, embarrassed, whatever, he wore it like 
an article of clothing. Unless he was drinking, when everything just kind of melted away into a haze of 


ambiguous joviality, hiding whatever inconvenient thing was bothering him at the moment. 
The voices of Lennon and McCartney met in perfect harmony. 
Ím in love for the first time.. 


Jon's legs were flimsy underneath him when his feet hit the floor, and he stood there for a minute, making 
sure he was going to stay upright. He looked down at himself, at the boxer shorts and over-sized t-shirt he 
wore, and considered getting dressed, but he didn’t think it really mattered. The chance that some stranger 
was going to be roaming the halls this late at night was slim, and Richie had seen him dressed this way many 
times. Actually, that probably didn't matter either, as Jon figured Richie would barely know who he was 
anyway, if at all. 


By some miracle, Jon made it to the door without his knees giving out and he pulled it open, emerging into the 
brightness of the hall. Squinting, he walked the short distance to Richie's room, ignoring the weakness of his 
knees. He needed to get there now, and even that wasn't soon enough. He needed to make sure his best friend 
was all right. Even if it just meant rubbing his back and sitting with him until the coma passed, he had to be 


there. He was an idiot not to have been there all along. 


He raised a hand to knock, but then decided not to, as he wouldn't have been heard over the music anyway. 


Instead, he just tried the doorknob. It was unlocked, so he pushed it open a little and peeked inside. 
The lights were on, but dim, and Richie was sitting on the bed against the headboard, his knees drawn up. His 
forearms were crossed on top of his knees and his forehead rested on them, hiding his face. No empty bottles 


littered the area around him, no smell of smoke, tobacco or otherwise, no evidence of any kind of consumption. 


Richie must have noticed the change in lighting when the door was opened, or just sensed the presence of 


someone, and lifted his head. Jon could see, even in the soft light, that his eyes were swollen, but clear. 
"You're not drinking," he said, slipping inside the room. 


Richie ran a hand through his hair and folded up his long bare legs. He, too, was dressed only in a t-shirt and 


boxers, making Jon feel a little less exposed 
"It wouldn'tve helped, man." 


The current song ended, and the air was filled with the throbbing piano of a solo McCartney tune, "Maybe l'm 


Amazed." 


Jon closed the door behind him, squeezing off the shaft of light that had spilled in, leaving the room in relative 
darkness again. "You mind if | stay for a bit?" he asked. 


Maybe Im afraid of the way | love you 
Richie unwound his legs and scooted over to one side of the bed, making room. 


Jon commanded his body to move forward, his fingers curling and clenching and unclenching at his sides. When 
he risked a glance up, he read a mixture of wariness and curiosity in Richie's face, but Jon couldn't meet his 


gaze for fear of seeing uncertainty there. 
But Richie had said that he, himself, was tired of trying. He didn't say he didn't want Jon to try. 
Maybe Im a lonely man who's in the middle of something that he doesn't really understand 


Jon crawled onto the bed, up next to his friend, but opposite him, facing the headboard. Then he sat back on 
his knees and dared to look into Richie's eyes, seeing the redness there that had nothing to do with alcohol. The 
swelling in his lip had gone down almost all the way, and the blood was gone, making the line of little black exes 
all the more prominent. Jon brushed his fingertips lightly over the injury, the ends of the stitches prickly 
against his skin. He wished he could take it away, but at the same time, he was glad it was there, just as he 
was thankful for the knot on his cheek that had bloomed into a black and purple masterpiece four inches 
across. The fight had propelled them over a hump they might have taken weeks or months to get around 
otherwise, and as he touched the wound and Richie didn't try to stop him, Jon knew that Richie was aware of 


what it had meant, too. 
It meant there was no more excuse for hesitation. 


Jon's heart slammed up in his throat as he leaned in and touched Richie's lips tenderly with his own. Electricity 
crackled through his body, raising goosebumps over every inch of him, exiting through his tingling fingertips. 
He couldn't remember experiencing a similar feeling ever in his life, not with his first kiss, not when he'd lost 


his virginity, not ever. 


Jon drew a breath and moved his lips a little against his friend's. Richie gasped softly and drew away, and Jon 
gazed at the line of stitches again, knowing he should stop, but he just couldn't. Even broken and sewn back 
together, Richie's lips were too soft and inviting to even fathom stopping now. 


Swinging his leg over Richie's, Jon straddled his lap, and cupped the sides of his face, tilting it up. Richie's lips 
were parted, his eyes wide and searching, and Jon leaned in again, this time only allowing his upper lip to touch 
Richie's. He ran the tip of his tongue over the lower edge of Richie's top lip, and Richie's tongue darted out to 


meet his. 


The song ended, and the tape shut off, leaving an echoing silence in its wake. For a moment, Jon was self- 


conscious, until he realized that now he could hear Richie breathing, hear his soft sighs as Jon plunged his 
tongue deeper, tasting every bit he could reach without hurting him. In the quiet, he memorized the flavor of 
him and the feel of his tongue alternately fluttering against and wrestling with his own. Jon felt his palms 
pressing harder against Richie's face, his lips becoming forceful again, and it took everything he had to make 
himself break away. He leaned his forehead against Richie's and tried to slow his breathing. 


"Where do we go from here?" he asked. 
Richie swallowed and whispered, "It's all up to you now." 


Apprehension gripped Jon. Now that it came down to it, he had no idea what to do next. Though he hadn't 
really thought about it before now, he realized that he'd expected to just get things started and Richie would 
take over, the way he'd taken the lead the other times. 


Any other time, the memories of other sexual encounters Jon had had in the past would have been readily 
available for recall. But now, trying to drum up some kind of idea of where this could be heading, he was left 
with a mental screen that was hopelessly blank. He might as well have been trying to remember the specific 


gravity of aluminum. 


Sitting back a little, Jon contemplated Richie's expectant face. He wanted to think that Richie was just unsure 
himself, now that he was sober, that he didn't want to be responsible for taking control. But Jon had the 
feeling he was being tested after his bipolar behavior of the past few nights. 


His stomach flipped a little when he thought that it was officially time to get undressed, and that he was going 
to have to initiate it. He couldn't bring himself to try to remove Richie's shirt yet (what if he rebuffed him?), 


so he figured the next step would be to remove his own shirt, lay himself open first. 


Hands shaking, he grasped the bottom of his shirt and pulled up on it a little, but he was assaulted by yet 


another unwelcome idea. 


Richie loved women sexually, and not in the usual way men love women. Richie was one of the few men Jon 
knew who was more into what he could do for the woman than what she could do for him. He loved everything 
about women, the way they looked, the way they smelled, the way they felt. Particularly the way they felt. 
Jon was actually somewhat surprised that Richie hadn't yet written an epic, 8-minute song about how soft and 


smooth women are. 
Jon's mind flew straight to the not-so-smoothness of his upper body, and he stopped. 
"What's wrong?" Richie asked. 


Despite his best efforts at resistance, Jon felt a searing blush creep into his face. "Well, it's just that... you 


know... l'm hairy." 


"And?" Richie said, sliding his hands up under Jon's hands, up under the half-displaced shirt. Jon's skin came 
dive the way it had the other times Richie had touched him. But unlike the other times, here in the light, he 
was exposed, and it sent a thrill through him that defied his insecurity. 


"You don't care?" he asked, breathless. 
Richie caught Jon's eye and shook his head. His lips curled into a half-smile as he mouthed the word, "No." 


Before he could analyze things any further, Jon pulled his shirt off over his head and tossed it to the side. 
Richie moved his hands around to Jon's back, pulling him in close enough to nuzzle his chest. Jon closed his 


eyes. 
"But you're always talking about how great women are for being so soft and smooth." 
Richie's voice was muffled against Jon's skin. "You're not a woman, are you?" 


Jon stretched his hands down and seized the bottom of Richie's shirt, silently praying that he wouldn't resist, 
or question what he was doing, but he only lifted his arms to allow Jon to take the shirt all the way off. 
Dropping it on top of his own, Jon pushed Richie back into the pillows, and parted Richie's knees, positioning 
himself in between. Richie scooted down a little bit so he could lie all the way down, and when Jon leaned in to 


kiss his neck, he tipped his head back to allow full access. 


Jon ran his hand over his chest, tracing the contours of it, marveling at the idea of having seen something so 
many times and finally being able to touch it, to experience it. And when his fingertips brushed across one of 
Richie's nipples, eliciting a small whimper, a strange kind of euphoria swelled inside Jon, filling every corner of 
him. The wonderment of learning about someone else, of touching and testing and gaging reactions, the listening 
for changes in breathing, the subtleties of another person's pleasure sounds, the discovery of what each one 
meant. The awareness that that knowledge could be collected and actually used again for future reference 


because he might actually be with the person more than once.. 


He moved down and took Richie's nipple into his mouth, licking, sucking, taking out the frustration of what he 


couldn't do to the man's mouth. 


Richie squirmed beneath him, moaning softly, and when Jon moved his mouth to the other nipple, playing with 
the first one with his fingers, Richie wrapped his legs around Jon's body, pushing himself closer. Jon drank in 
the responses, until his head was swimming with them, until he couldn't take anymore in, for fear of letting it 
pass by too quickly, of not fully experiencing each one. So Jon buried his face in Richie's chest, trying to catch 
his breath and regroup. Richie stroked his hair, his feet coming to rest on the backs of Jon's thighs as though 
they were made to go there, and Jon suddenly wanted to know each and every way their bodies could possibly 


fit together. 


There is no one compares with you 


"What the hell was that tape, anyway?" he asked, more to interrupt the thought than anything else. " Beatles 
For Getting Trashed?" 


Richie chuckled. "It doesn't have a title. But it would probably be something like Unrequited Love." 
Sliding his hands up under Richie's back, Jon said, "Sounds like something that doesn't really apply to you." 


He waited for some witty reply, but there was none. When Richie spoke again, his voice was slightly shaky, 


nervous. 
"Do you want me to put some other music on?" 


"No. | want to hear you breathe," Jon said, and pressed his cheek against Richie's body, listening to the beating 
of his heart, relaxing into him, becoming one with the rise and fall of his breathing. 


This was all there was, he knew it now. This oneness. This was life, and what it meant to be alive. This was 
where his soul fit; not in some words printed on a page or filtered through someone else's agenda, but right 
here, adjoined to his best friend in the whole world. His soul mate. A sadness for the time lost descended on 
him and his eyes watered. 


"Fuck them," he said suddenly, fat tears sliding onto Richie's skin. "Fuck them for telling me l'm not allowed to 


need you." 
It occurred to him that since Richie didn't know what was going on in his head, the comment would seem 
erratic, and he was going to explain himself. But he felt Richie's long fingers slip beneath his hair, curving over 


his head, soothing, and he knew Richie understood. 


"Fuck them," Jon said again, now with much less anger than was necessary to carry the harsh words. It 
seemed to him as though the hatred was wicking out of him and into Richie's reassuring hands. 


Richie pulled his fingers slowly through Jon's hair, tugging on it gently, instantaneously releasing the tension in 
his scalp wherever he worked. Jon put his chin on Richie's chest and stared up at him. With his fingers still 
fanned over the sides of Jon's head, Richie smoothed the pads of his thumbs up Jon's forehead and over his 
eyebrows, releasing what was left of the agitation 

Jon sighed heavily and closed his eyes. "So it's all up to me now?" 

"Yeah." 


"What if | said | wanted to get you pregnant?" 


"Knocking me up out of wedlock, too? They'll have to exorcise you." 


"| thought refusing contraception would earn me points." 
"Not by me. I'm not ruining my figure for you or any man" 


Jon laughed, his body absorbing the vibration of Richie's laughter. After a few moments, silence descended on 
them again, and Richie said, "| know you're struggling with this, so I'll help you out. You can start by kissing me 


again" 


Without hesitation this time, Jon crawled up and slipped his tongue into Richie's mouth. Richie's hands drifted 
to the back of Jon's head, where he grabbed handfuls of hair. Since most of Richie's height advantage was in 
his legs, when they were horizontal their bodies lined up perfectly in all the right places. Jon pushed himself 
harder between Richie's legs, dragging a low groan from the other man before Richie rolled him sideways and 
their limbs were tangled up together, their hands groping fiercely between each other's legs. They gasped for 
air against each other's mouths, unable to break away long enough to catch their breath, and Jon felt Richie's 
hand down inside his boxers, squeezing him hard, harder than women were ever brave enough to, and Jon's 


eyes rolled back and closed. 


Then Richie's hand released and he scrambled away, and Jon's eyes flew open in surprise. But by the time he 
focused on what was happening, Richie was already returning to the bed, holding what appeared to be a tube 
of lubricant. He slid back up into place and unscrewed the cap with shaking hands. "I'm ready if you are, man," 
he whispered, and his nervousness made Jon feel slightly braver in turn. Jon took the lube from him and 


squeezed some into his own hand, and then into Richie's hand. 


lm ready," he said, pulling the front of Richie's underwear down and stroking him. Richie's whole body 


trembled for a moment, before he regained enough composure to pull the waistband of Jon's boxers down and 


grab a hold of him. 


Jon moaned as Richie's unbelievably adept hand moved over him, sliding, squeezing, pulling in ways that most 
women didn't understand how to do. They wrapped their legs around each other, pulling their bodies so close 
together that their hands knocked into each other's with every stroke. Within seconds, throbbing heat swelled 


up inside Jon and he rubbed Richie harder, making the other man groan again. 
"Are you--" Jon gasped. 
"Yeah--" 


Jon barely had time to suck in another breath before he burst in Richie's hand, his legs convulsing as wave 
after wave of pure ecstasy pounded through him. He tightened his hand on Richie's cock, jerking harder and 
within a second felt the hot wetness in his own hand and the helpless shuddering of the other man's body 


against his own. 


They lay still for a few minutes, panting, regaining composure. Finally, Jon swallowed hard and said, "You all 


right?" 


"Yeah. You?" 

"Yeah." 

Since nothing else was close enough, and Jon didn't know whether he could even walk right at that moment, he 
figured the discarded t-shirts would suffice for cleaning up. He reached behind him and grabbed them. "Here," 
he said, handing one to Richie and then sucked in a breath when Richie used it not on himself, but on Jon. 
Paralyzed by the surprising intimacy of it, Jon watched him work, his own hand grasping the other shirt but 
frozen in mid-air. 

Richie smiled and took it from him, setting to work on himself. "Did | do something wrong?" he asked. 

Jon shook his head. "No... no, it's just-- | wasn't expecting it" 

After they were as dry as they were going to get, they wriggled closer to one another and closed their eyes. 
Jon let his fingertips graze lazily over Richie's arm, thinking that if he could have this every night, he wouldn't 
need anything else, ever. The fame and the money and everything could be gone tomorrow, and it wouldn't 
matter if he knew he was going to be next to his best friend at the end of the day. The idea was interrupted 
by Richie's voice. 

"Were you just testing me, or do you really want to know?" 

Jon opened his eyes, still smiling vaguely at his thoughts. "What?" 


"What you said about getting me pregnant.” 


A twinge of anxiety hit Jon in the belly. He'd made the comment on a whim, and he was glad when it hadn't 
gone any further than it had. Now he knew that it hadn't gone over Richie's head like he thought it had. 


"What do you mean?" he asked, hoping to play it off as nothing of any importance. But Richie smiled again. 
"The fact that you're playing dumb tells me you really wanted to know." 

Jon was halfway between deciding if responding would make things better or worse, when Richie said, 
"You wanted to know if I'd let you inside me." 

Jon felt the familiar heat fill his face, ignited not only by embarrassment, but also a sudden biting lust. 


Richie's smile was gone, his visage wholly serious when he said, "Yeah. When the time is right. Yeah, | would... 


would you?" 


Trying to fend off invading mental images that were sending tingles through his body already, Jon just nodded. 
Richie smiled again, but didn't say anything. 


After a few more moments of just soaking in the presence of one another, Jon said, "That's not fair, though. 


You're quite a bit bigger than | arn." 

"Hey man, you're the one who picked me." 

Jon laughed and Richie's gaze moved over every inch of his face. Then he reached out and caressed Jon's 
battered cheek, and Jon caught a fleeting glimpse of pain in the other man's eyes. "Aside from this, | have no 


intention of hurting you. There's no hurry.” 


Then, to Jon's relief, he donned a silly grin again and held up his hand, wiggling his fingers. "Half the fun is 
getting there." 


END 


